While the three of us were at lunch the great American
actress began roundly abusing a well-known New York
producer, a friend of mine. Embarrassed and stammering,
I tried to defend him. Thereupon the actress damned him
worse than ever, even using language quite unbecoming
to a lady. Wanda spoke up, contrary to her habit. She
said quite sharply to the actress, "I presume you don't
know that this gentleman is one of Mr. Molnar's best
friends."

The actress shrugged. She said, "That doesn't change
my opinion of him." We soon finished lunch, and the
actress boarded the bus for Monte Carlo, while we went
home to Cannes. We have not seen the actress since. A
few years later the producer came to call on me here in
New York. He not only spoke well of the actress, but
praised her to the skies. In spite of herself, Wanda's face
showed the barest hint of a smile. But the producer's eye
caught it. "What's the matter?" he asked her. "Don't you
agree with me?"

"Oh, of course, of course," said Wanda, startled. Then,
after the producer had gone: "Remember the lunch at
St. Jean-Cap-Ferrat?"

In San Remo there is a positively monumental gambling
casino, with a very pretty intimate theater. Traveling
Italian troupes take turns playing there. One day we were
surprised to see posters on the streets announcing, along
with another play, a one-act drama of mine entitled
Marshal, with Memo Benassi, already mentioned, in thelook up.
